T be Tragedie of Richard D . of 

For I haue murdred where I fliould not kill. 

v- zj . t Exit tyitb his Jonne, 

Het? ^ CCpe wrctch f d man > IIe ia y thee teare for tcare, 
nerc ' ,Ci a K m g> as a woe begoneas thee, 
e AUrmes,and enter the Queene. 

Thy^' Lord, to Barwich? prefently, 

I he day is loft, our friendes are murdered. 

Wo hope is left for vs; therefore a way. 

„ . „ E»“r Prince Edward, 

nnce. Oh father flie,our men haue left the Field? 

1 alee horfe fweece father.let vs faue our fclues. . 

Enter Exeter . 

Na HfanZZ my Lor n >f ? r ven S ance comcalong with him:. 
iNa> utand not to cxpoftulate; make hafte, 

Ur cl le come after, He away before* 

■ Htn.Na y flay good £Aw,f or lie along with diee. 

Enter Clfford&otmded )\nth an arro w in bis nech. 

Ti- {3 ecre burncs my candle out, 

A Whl I d lc T laft cd,gaue king A/wry light. 

Ah Lancafler, I fearc thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodyes parting from my foulc. 

a' y J° lie a ' uJ , rcare ’8 lude many friendes to diec, 

, d n ? wI die, drat rough commixture melts. 

Jni pairing Henry lengthened mifproud Yorks, 

1 he common people fwarme like fommer Flies: 

And whither flies the Gnats, but to the Sunne? 

r^Ln/ r ^ nes now but Henries enemie? 

Oh PbotowMda thon ncuer giuen confenc 
i >at i aaeton fhouhd checketliy fierie ftcedes, 
i hy burning carrc had neuerfcorcht the earth. 

And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings fliould doe. 

And as thy father, and his father did, 
oiuing no foote vnto the houfe ofYorl-y, 
i,and ten thoufand hi this wofull land, 

Hai .1 1 left no mourning Widdowes for our dcathes: 

And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace, 

J/or what doth chcrilL Weedes but gentle Aire? 

And 



Yoyktf And Htnrie the fixt. 

And what makes robbers bold, bur lenetic? 

Bootelefle are plaintes,and cureleffe are my woundcs: 
Noway to flie,no ftrengthto hold ourflightt 
The foe is mcrcilefte.and will not pittic me. 

And at their handes I haue deferude no pittie. 

The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faintt 
Come remand Erhard, Warwick?, and the reft, 

3 rtabde your fathers,no w come fplit my breft. 



Enter EdwordpRichard, andWarwickc, 
and Souldiers. 

Edw. Thus farre our fortunes ke epes an vpward courfe. 
And wc are graft with wreathes of vidforie: 

Some troupes purfuc the bloodie minded Queenc a 
Thar now towardes Harwich ? doth pofte amaine, 

But thinkc you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

War. No,tis imposfiblehe fhould efcapet 
For though before his face I fpeake the wordes. 

Your brodier Richard rmtkt him for the grauc, 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

Clifford gr ones, and then dyes. 

Sdiv. Harke,what foulc is this that takes his heauic lcaue? 

Rjch. A deadly gronc,like life and deaths departure. 

£dW. See who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend ot foe,let him be friendly vfed. 

“Rich. Reuerfe that doome of inercie, fer tis Clifford , 
Whokildour tender brother Rutland, 

And ftabd our princely Duke oiYorhe . 

War. From off the gates of 2Vfce fetch dowjic die head, 
Your fathers head which Qfford placed there. 

In ftcad of that, let his fupply the roomc. 

Meafure for meafure mud be anfwercd. 

Sdw. Bring foorth thatfatall skritch-O'.vlc to our houfe. 
That nothing fung to vs but blood and death. 

Now his yll boding tongue no more ftrall fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say 
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